~ 
‘aad 


WEE WISDOM’S BIRTHDAY PARTY 


By Mamie 


We come from the West, 
We come from the East; 


We gather here 


For a royal feast. 


We come from the East, 
We come from the West; 
We come to be 
WEE WIsDoM’s guest. 


We're bringing the best 
Of our treasures true, 

And offer them here, 
Wee WispooM, to you. 


We bring you our love, 

We bring you our thought; 
We give you the best 

That our hands have wrought. 


Your message of Truth 
Shall prosper, and go 
From the lands of bloom 
To the lands of snow. 


You shall always bless 
And comfort and heal. 
Wherever you go 
They shall know the Real. 
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WHY I LOVE THE TRUTH 


[Mrs. J. McQuesten, of the Alameda Home of Truth 
Sunday school, asked the children to write to Wee Wispom. 
The subject of the letters was to be, “Why I love the Truth.” 
The letters were received some time ago, but ye Editor has 
held them over that the writers might take part in the Birth- 
day festivities.] 

Dear Wer Wispom—My dear Sunday school teach- 
er, Mrs. McQuesten, has told us to write a story to WEE 
Wispom. I love the Truth because I know what it can 
do. The Truth heals. It helps me when I need it in 
school. If I fall down, and say “I am Spirit,” it heals 
me. I love to go to Sunday school, for I find peace, and 
I like to listen to the words of Truth. I should like to 
have the little Wees write to me. Your loving friend, 

Elizabeth Werner (eleven years old). 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI will now start my composi- 
tion and tell you why I love the Truth, and how the 
Truth has helped me. I go to the Home of Truth Sun- 
day school, which is on the corner of Grand Street and 
Alameda Avenue. I like to go to Sunday school. I like 
all the teachers there. I go to the Mastick school in 
Alameda, and my schoolmates and I have lots of fun. 
I am in the A 6th grade, and my teacher’s name is Miss 
Darling. I like her very much. I used to think that my 
lessons were hard, and I would say, “I can’t do my les- 
son; it is too hard.’ And of course I could not do it. 
But if I had said, “I can,” or “I will try,” then I could 
have gotten my lessons right. Sometimes even now I 
say, “I can’t;” then I say, “Why can’t I?” then I re- 
member that I have forgotten the Truth, and must hold 
a statement which helps me in my lessons. 

Edna Hansen (thirteen years old). 


One isdom' te dustifie Children: 
{ 
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I love to tell the truth; I love to listen to every 
word or sound of the Christ child. I love to come to 
Sunday school because I love to learn the Truth; and 
another thing about me wanting to come to Sunday school 
is that I learn to do the good. I love the Truth because 
it makes me free from all the evil. Oliver B. Scott. 

“One of our most ardent little Truth students—so abso- 


lute; six years young.” [This is the comment written at the 
close of Oliver’s letter by Mrs. McQuesten.] 


I love the Truth because it makes me obedient and 
kind. I have been going to Sunday school for a year 
and a half, and I like it very much, we learn so many 
good thoughts. I am eight years old. I was healed in 
the Home of Truth. Julia Leonard. 


To the Editor of Dear Wispom—I thought as it is 
my part to help the dear Wer Wispom on with its beau- 
tiful work, I would try my best in writing on the subject, 
“Why I love the Truth.” .Why I love the Truth is a 
very simple question to answer: because I have had so 
much good through it. It has helped me greatly in my 
music and school studies. All the people around say, 
“IT never saw such a light-hearted girl as Elizabeth. She 
walks so freely, teaching the weary the Truth.” It has 
helped my whole family. It has harmonized the whole 
house, and makes it radiant with love, joy, health, pros- 
perity, and every good thing that can be desired. Thank- 
ing you greatly, and all the dear Wisdoms, 

Your most loving Wee, 

Elizabeth M. Frederick (twelve years old). 


I am a little girl nine years of age, and want to tell 
you about the Truth. When my lessons are hard and I 
say, “God is my wisdom and intelligence,’ my lessons 
become very easy. If I have a feeling of illness I de- 
clare, “God is my health.”’ I love to go to Sunday school, 
because there I hear the word of Truth, which fills me 
with peace and harmony; because there we never hear 
about sickness or inharmony. I would like to have some 
of the Wees write to me. 

Your loving friend, Wilma Werner. 
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I love the Truth because it teaches me to be loving, 
kind, and true. It teaches me to be fearless and brave; 
to love everybody. It teaches that “God is love.” This 
is why I love the Truth. Alice Dodds (nine years old). 


I love the Truth because it makes me free, and has 
helped me in my lessons at school. I try to learn the 
Truth and practice it. I like to go to the Home of Truth 
Sunday school to learn the Truth, and try to heal peo- 
ple that are not feeling well. The Truth makes my les- 
sons easier. If we all knew the Truth we could do 
great work in the world. People have been healed just 
through the Truth. We can be led out of temptations. 
I thought I couldn’t stand straight; but after learning 
the Truth I found I could do anything I wanted to do 
through it. Allen M. Ray (thirteen years old). 


I love the Truth because it helps me out in many 
ways. The Truth is a virtue to me. May S. Boynton. 

I love the Truth because God is Truth. I am al- 
ways happy when I tell the truth. You are not doing 
anything wrong when you tell the truth. Christ loved 
the Truth, and he was always very kind and good. Let 
us follow his example and we will be very much happier. 
I have always found it so. God can trust every one who 
loves the Truth. Do you want to live so God can trust 
you? If you do, just love the Truth. 

Eileen Eyre (eleven years old). 


I love the Truth because it keeps me well. And 

I love to go to the Home of Truth because I learn the 

truth about God, and that makes me happy and cheerful. 
Charles Wakefield (eleven years old). 


I love the Truth because God is Truth. I go to 
this Sunday school because we are taught that God is 
Life, Love, Truth, Mind, and Strength. God is all that 
is good, and there is no room for evil in our lives if we 
believe this. Fredora Moore (eight years old). 


The first thing we think about the Truth is, What 
is the Truth? Truth is Life, Love, Health, Spirit, 
Strength, and many other things. A person could never 
be trusted if he were not true. Such a man or person 
will always have a job and will have a good name. The 
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Truth will make a person true and honest. If you are 

not true, hold the word of Truth and you will be true. 
Rudolph Lagemann (twelve years old). 

I love the Truth because it is the word of God. 
Garland Bunker (five years old). 

I go to the Home of Truth Sunday school. My 
aunt teaches my class in the Sunday school. All the 
Sunday school except the baby class learn the names of 
the Old Testament. I know twenty-five of them. I like 
every one who goes to my Sunday school. I was healed 
by the Truth when I had measles. I have been healed 
by the Truth many times. And the Truth has helped me 
in my school lessons and in so many other things that 
I cannot tell them all. Ina VanStan (nine years old). 


I go to the Home of Truth Sunday school because 
it teaches me how to live the Jesus Christ life. 
Edwin Bunker (nine years old). 
We love the Truth because God is within us, and 
because to know the Truth keeps us healthy, loving, pa- 
tient, kind, and fearless. By loving the Truth we can 
make the sick well. And every one can see that there is 
nothing but good in this life. 
Eleanor Racouillat (twelve years old). 


Dear Wer Wispom—Sunday is the Lord’s day, and 
on that day we go to Sunday school and church because 
God has commanded us to do so, and because we love our 
Lord and wish to obey him in all things. At Sunday 
school and at our homes we are taught to be kind, loving, 
and obedient. Dorris H. Varcoe (eight years old). 


I go to the Alameda Home of Truth. I go to Sun- 
day school because I like to learn the Sunday school 
lessons and learn how to live. I love the Truth because 
it has healed me many times, and because I do not have 
to take medicines. Robert VanStan (eleven years old). 

When people tell the truth they are always loved 
by God, and other people will love them too. I once 
liked a little girl who did not tell the truth. I could not 
trust her. I tried, and tried again, but could not. Truth 
is golden, and remembering this we will be. happy. 

Virginia Loop. 
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The Truth has done many things for me, and there- 
fore I have many reasons for liking the Truth. About 
a year and a half ago I was taken sick with appendicitis. 
I was operated on, and many thought I would be very 
sick. I told mother to ring up Mrs. McQuesten, our 
Sunday school teacher; I knew she could help me. She 
and the whole Sunday school held the word of Truth for 
me. I was not sick a bit when I woke from the influence 
of the ether. My friends all said I was very lucky. My 
family and I well knew that it was the Truth that healed 
me. Very sincerely yours, 


Rudolph Altona (twelve years old). 


I love the Truth in all my ways and all my things. 
I do not love.the Truth because I come to Sunday school, 
but I love it for the good it has done me. I come to 
Sunday school to learn it, and to give it out to others who 
need it, and to demonstrate it. I was born in the Truth, 
and I love the Truth. I cannot do things sometimes 
without the Truth. My one statement is, “I live in the 
Truth, and I am filled with divine love, divine wisdom, 
and divine strength, and I know that God and the Truth 
are with me always. I fear no evil, as I know that only 
the Good is true. I cannot have any evil thoughts, as 
I dwell in the Truth always. I try to see no evil and 
hear no evil and speak no evil. I love the Truth and 
always will manifest in it.” Robert McQuesten. 


I love the Truth because it brings peace, happiness, 
and many other beautiful things hand in hand with it. 
I love it for its great healing powers, which will keep one 
healthy and strong. It also is to be loved for its great 
source of wisdom and knowledge. Stanley Livingston. 


{Mrs. McQuesten says of Stanley, “A real Truth student, 
eleven years old.”] 


My Guide 
I know the Truth, 


I walk her way; 


She loves and helps me 
All the day. 
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THE LOST RING 


Mamie Powers 


ELEN was sitting on the porch reading the new 
book that Aunt Polly had given her, when she 
saw her playmate, Grace, coming up the walk. 

“Oh, Grace,” she cried, “I have the very 
prettiest ring you ever saw! Mama gave it to me yester- 
day because it was my tenth birthday.” 

“Yes,” said Grace, “‘it certainly is pretty. I wish 
I had a pretty ring like that.” 

“It is too large for me,” said Helen, “and mama told 
me not to wear it. She put it in a box, but I saw where 
she put the box and I stood on a chair to get it. The 
chair was shaky and I fell off and bumped my head, 
but I got the ring.” 

“Well, Helen, you ought not to wear the ring if 
your mother told you not to. I expect the ring belonged 
to her once.” 

“Yes,” said Helen, “it belonged to her when she was 
little. But if you talk to me in that preachy way I won't 
play with you, so there now!” 

Just about this time she saw her Cousin Tom coming 
up. “Hello, kids,” he called, ‘“‘won’t you come and take 
a row on the lake with me?” 

“Oh, yes, we surely will,” they both answered. They 
went with him as soon as they got their bonnets and were 
soon out in the middle of the lake. “Oh, Grace,” said 
Helen, “it is such fun to let your hand drag in the 
water.” 

So they both hung their hands out of the boat into 
the water. They had lots of fun and did not get back 
until six o’clock. 

“Good-bye, Grace,” said Helen. “Good-bye,” 
called Grace running home. 

That night Helen looked down at her hand and 
there was no ring on her finger. 
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“Oh, dear, I must have lost it in the lake when I let 
my hand drag,” said Helen. 

The next morning it was a very sorrowful little girl 
that went down stairs. “Oh, mama,” she said, “I lost the 
ring you gave me. I took it out of the box where you 
put it. I wish I hadn’t worn it when you told me not to. 
Grace told me I ought not to wear it.” 

“Grace was right,” said her mother, “because the 
ring belonged to me when I was a little girl and I value 
it highly. But you really did not lose the ring in the 
lake. You must have dropped it off your finger, and I 
found it on the porch.” 

“Oh, I’m so glad!” said Helen; “I thought it was 
lost. But I won’t wear it any more until my finger is big 
enough.” And she didn’t. 


Corydon’s Puzzle for the Wees 


In the beginning Luke had it. Matthew did not 
have it at all, neither did John nor James. Girls have 
it once. Boys are immune. Cats and dogs do not have 
it, but cattle and fleas do. Old Mrs. Mulligan had it, 
and before she got through she had a double dose. St. 
Paul had it behind, but Lowell Fillmore has it before 
and behind too; he has more of it behind than before, 
and then relapses with another double dose. I guess all 
of the Fillmores have it. If I give you my full name 
perhaps it will show that I am afflicted with it behind. 

Corydon Thomas Hill (aged eleven years). 


Why the Flowers Bloom 


Did you ever wonder why it is so dreary in the 
winter, and so beautiful and warm in the summer? The 
flowers all fade away in the winter. The flowers have 
a dance every year the last day of summer: they didn’t 
invite the Marigolds; the Marigold said she would make 
trouble, so she told the Frost King. The next year the 
Frost King asked the other flowers if they had invited 
the Marigolds to the dance. They said the Marigolds 
were common, and they had not invited them. When the 
fun had just begun, in came the Frost King and wilted 
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all the flowers. The Marigolds stayed with us during 
the autumn, but the other flowers didn’t. The next year 
they invited the Marigolds, and the flowers stayed with 
us in the autumn and we were all happy. 

Your Wee Wee, Dorothy Arnote (eight years old). 


Dorothy wrote this on her father’s typewriter for the Birth- 
day party.—Dorothy’s mother. 


A Walk with Lewis 


“A dirty, swampy mud puddle, surrounded by rank 
weeds’’—but let’s go and examine it closely. Ah, yes! 
we find it more interesting at close range. Those plants 
which appeared to be rank weeds, we find are tall, stately 
water daisies, cat-tails, lilies, and other water plants. 

As we go on, to what appeared from a distance a 
mud puddle, the ground gets more marshy. There are 
small rushes, swamp grasses, and moss. Here we are at 
the water’s edge; there is a school of small fish; to our 
left a turtle slips off an old log and swims noislessly to 
deeper water, to hide among the reeds. 

Tree frogs are singing everywhere; water bugs, 
snails, tadpoles, and other larve are seen swimming in 
and out among the rushes and lilies. We might stay here 
for years and still find new things to interest us; so let’s 
leave it for to-day and walk over to that group of trees. 
There goes a garter snake! poor little thing, it is fright- 
ened and trying to hide; he has good reason for doing so. 
Many people, not knowing he is harmless, would kill him. 

The trees are for the most part gnarled and stunted; 
here is a tall old dead one, drilled full of holes. Tap 
on it with a stick—a startled woodpecker flies out of 
one of the holes. We have not gone far before we see 
a rabbit rushing off through the underbrush, waving his 
flag of truce. 

We have seen enough for to-day, so we will climb 
the bluffs and get back to civilization. 

Lewis WaLMSLeEy. 


Fill your face with sunshine, dear, and see how you 
can light up the world with smiles. 
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Zs EN 
EPISTLES 


Crockett, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisvom—lI ought 
to have written to you before. 
We just came back from a va- 
cation on the ranch. We had a 
fine time there. I hope you are 
well. I send in Wistom’s 
traveling expenses for another 
year. I cannot do without you. 
I hope you will have a fine time 
at Wee Wispom’s Birthday 
party. With love to you and 
all the Wees. 
Lovingly, Minnie Van Huizen. 
P. S.—I inclose a picture of brother and myself, on a rock 
near our house.—M. V. 


Du Bois, Pa. 

Dear Wees—I wonder if I am the only one from this little 
town that writes to you. I suppose many of you have never 
heard of Du Bois, for it is only a small town six miles from 
one of the highest points in Pennsylvania. You may know 
that we have very cold winters. Our town is hilly and fur- 
nishes us good sliding places, which we thoroughly enjoy. I 
like to think of the nice cold winter when the thermometer is 
anywhere from 90 to 110 in the shade. The papers say there 
is a hot wave coming this way. ‘The population of our town 
is between twelve and fifteen thousand, and surely should fur- 
nish more than one Wee, so I started out with my little maga- 
zine to invite other little folks to the Birthday party. I have 
the promise of some orders for your magazine soon, but they 
say they don’t have the money now; but I will do my best to 
get some new Wees soon. I was glad to welcome the Wee that 
has come to gladden Blanche’s heart and home. I am sure 
she will make a good mother, for she sends us such beautiful 
thoughts from her Corner. My birthday will be on the fifth of 
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August; I will be eleven years old. I take lessons on the violin, 
and get along nicely. I like it very much. My oldest brother 
(thirteen) plays a violin too, and a clarinet in the Boys’ Bri- 
gade Band. My little brother (eight) says he is going to play 
a cornet when he is old enough. He likes Wee Wispom very 
much. We all like them; even mother reads them. 
I am your loving Wee, Amanda Taylor. 
P. S.—A little friend of mine just gave me-a half dollar 
for a year’s subscription to Wee Wispom, and mamma gave me 
a half dollar for the renewal of Wee Wispom for another year. 
Inclosed please find dollar bill. 
Indio, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI’m going to accept your birthday in- 
vitation and come to your party. My Grandmamma, Mrs. Reh- 
bock, has taken Unity for 
many years, and I am send- 
ing you a picture of her, 
taken when I went to see 
her in Los Angeles. The 
little boy is myself. I am 
eight years old, and am in 
the A 3 class. Indio is a 
desert town. I bring with 
me fifty cents for my friend 
Dana England. She lives 
in Riverside, and would like 
Wee Wispom, I know. I 
also send fifty cents as a 
little present to Wee Curtis. 
With love to all the Wees, 
I am your friend, 
Rehbock Lewis. 


Dear Were Wispom—I would also like to send one dollar 
as a birthday gift. With love, Rehbock’s Mamma. 


Rehbock and His Grandmamma 


Richmond Hill, L. I., N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am sending the traveling expenses 
for Were Wispom to continue her visits. One evening a short 
time ago we took a ride over the Brooklyn Bridge, and saw the 
Williamsburg Bridge, and the Queensboro Bridge in the dis- 
tance, which was recently completed, connecting the upper part 
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of Manhattan Island with Queens. It is considered one of the 
wonderful bridges of the world. It looked very beautiful, with 
its great strings of electric bulbs twinkling like stars. We 
hope Blanche and the little Wee baby are well. 

From your loving Wee, Floyd Truman Preston. 


Weehawken Heights, N. J. 

Dear Were Wispom— 
Inclosed I send a picture 
of Marjorie, taken while 
on her vacation in the 
Adirondack Mountains. 
This is one of her poems, 
which is appropriate for 
the picture, and little Wee 
Wisdoms may like to read 
it. Her poems all come to 
Marjorie Kerr her in the early mornings, 

like little bird voices. 
The Wanderer 


I’m a wanderer, and I wander all day 
Through towns, fields, and far away. 
Oh, many wonders I can tell, 

That are in town, valley, and dell! 


I know why children like to play; 
I know what the brooklets say; 

I know why the leaves fall; 

And know why the trees grow tall. 
Listen while I tell my secret: 

It is God that’s in them all. 


Marjorie Grace Kerr (aged nine), per Clara M. Kerr. 
Viola, Iowa. 

' Dear Mrs. Fillmore—For a long time I have thought I 
would write you a letter and tell you how much I like to read 
Wee Wispom, and to tell you I love you and all the people at 
Unity. I will send you traveling expenses for Wee Wispom 
another year, to begin with August number, as I don’t want 
to lose one month. I will tell you about this money I am send- 
ing you: We had a little home picnic in Viola, on July 4th, 
and we had ball games and races; and when they had the little 
girls race I was in it, and I won the race and they gave me 
fifty cents for a prize. So I thought there was nothing I could 
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spend it for I would like so much as Wee Wispom. I have 
a beautiful Scotch collie dog; his name is Malcolm Jack. He 
loves to go with one of our neighbors after the cows, and he 
seems to understand all we say to him. I will send you a 
picture of myself and Malcolm Jack when we have them taken. 
I like to read the stories in Wee Wispom that are written by 
Imelda Octavia Shanklin; but that name is not so long when 
I say it, for she is just my good “Aunt May.” I am coming 
to Kansas City to see her in October; then I will see you too. 
I think this is a long letter for a girl only eight years old, so 
I will close, sending love to you and all my Wee friends. 
Enid Elizabeth Patterson. 


This is Gladys Lucele Luck; she 
is almost five years young. She lives 
in Austin, Texas. Gladys has a little 
Truth-verse which she delights in re- 
citing for her friends. She has given 
it at church entertainments and in her 
kindergarten, and one day a grocery- 
man gave her a candy Easter egg be- 
cause she repeated the verse for him. 
We are giving you a picture of 
Gladys as she looks in parts of the 
recitation. This is the verse: 

Two little eyes to look to God; 

Two little ears to hear his word; 

One little tongue to speak the truth; 
Two little feet to walk his way; 
Two little hands to work for him all my days— 

Take them, dear Jesus, and may they always be true to thee! 


{Ruth and Ruby Fiedler send traveling expenses and in- 
vite Wee Wistom to come to their home another year. Ruth’s 
little letter reads:] 


Beloit, Wis. 

Dear Wee Wisvom—lI think it is about time you heard from 
me, don’t you? This is the third year I have taken Wee Wis- 
pom, and I am going to take it until I am a big lady; then I 
am going to take Unity. My little sister Ruby and I have nice 
times together, now that vacation is here. We love to go to 
school, though. Ruby will be six in January, and I am nearly 
seven, and in the second grade at school. My little sister is in 


WEE WISDOM 13 


the first grade. We will both come to the Birthday party in 
song, and hope to see you there too. 
With love, your little Wee, Ruth Fiedler. 
P. S—We all join in sending love to Wee Curtis. 
[Here is a little song Ruby sang at a school entertain- 
ment, where she was one of the little butterflies: | 


See the butterfly sipping, as it flits here and there, 
All the honey sweet from the blossom-cups fair; 
Now away it is gliding; from the garden it goes. 
Can you guess who is hiding in the heart of the rose? 
[Ruth sends this selection for Wee Wispom:] 
Father, we thank thee for the night, 
And the pleasant morning light; 
For rest and food and loving care, 
And all that makes the day so fair. 


Help us to do the things we should, 
To be to others kind and good; 
In all we do, in work and play, 
To grow more loving every: day. 


Foley, Minn. 
Dear Wee Wisvom—This is the second time I have written 
to you. I like Wee Wispom very much. We have about a hun- 
dred chickens and thirty turkeys; I feed the chickens and shut 
them up at night. The Fourth of July 
papa hitched the team up to the buggy 
and took us for a ride to a picnic about 
seven miles from our place. There was 
a big crowd there; I had a nice time. 
I am coming to the Birthday party 
with some drawing. I will close for 
this time. 
From your loving Wee, Felicia Latterell. 


Foley, Minn. 
Dear Were Wisntom—This is the second time I have written 
to you. I like Wee Wispom very much, and am glad every 
time it comes. This is the first time I 


have come to the Birthday party. I have AY 

four sisters and two brothers. I am the 

oldest. We are having warm weather, RIS atl 
and everything is looking nice. We live 

on a farm, and have lots of fun. We have a grove, and 
lots of birds build their nests in the trees. We have lots 
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«f chickens which are all tame; the roosters are tame too. 
Well, I will say Good-by for this time. , 
From your loving Wee, Tillie E. Latterell. 
P. S.—I will send you a picture I drew, and a piece that 
1 composed for the Birthday party. 
A message of cheer I send you to-day, 
Of peace and love, without delay; 
That all of us who will obey, 
Jesus Christ prepares the way. 


Los Angeles, Cal. 
Dear little Wees—I have taken Wee Wisvom for over a 
year now, and look forward with pleasure each month to the 
coming of the dear little book. I do wish I could be a mem- 
ber of the Wee Wisdom Club, and have all those sweet little 
girls for my playmates! I have a darling little sister—Mary 
Caroline—who is now nearly two years old. I am seven years 
old, and was promoted to the second grade. This is my first 
letter to the Wees, and I send oceans of love to them all. 
Lovingly, Beatrice Folger. 
Inclosed please find fifty cents for Wee Wispom for an- 
other year. 


Fort Worth, Texas. 

Miss Wee Wisvom—Dear friend: I have been very busy 
of late, but I am going to stop long enough to come to the 
Birthday party. I did not get to come last year. Inclosed is 
ten cents to help send Wee Wispom to some little Wee who may 
not be getting it. Well, I will tell you what I have been doing: 
We moved this spring, and I have to make my garden all over 
again; but I don’t mind, as I have much more and better 
ground than before. So I have just put in every moment I can 
at digging and planting seed. I have planted beans, peas, 
mustard, beets, onions, radishes, cucumbers, and tomatoes; 
most of these are up and growing nicely. I have no flowers, 
although I am very fond of flowers. I have a pet dog. I must 
tell you how I got him and what makes me think so much of 
him: He came to me last fall; he seemed so poor and his 
feet so sore he could hardly walk. Mamma said, “Son, you 
can’t keep that old dog.” Papa said, “Why, I think C. D. 
could bring him around all right; he is not sick—just needs 
food and attention and love. Why not let him try?” So they 
let me keep him, and now he does not look like the same dog; 
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he has grown fat, his hair is sleek and glossy; he is perfectly 
happy, and he plays and romps with me whenever I can play. 
I like ye Editor’s idea to enlarge our Wee Wispom. And as 
that takes money, the Wees should come up with a larger sub- 
scription price and an occasional love offering, and not allow 
the expense to all fall upon her. What do you say about it, 
Wees? With love to all the Wees and everybody else, I am, 
Your Wee friend, C. D. Everitt, Jr. 

Dear Wee Wispom—A 
little girl seven and one- 
half years old from Van- 
couver, B. C., sends “many 
happy returns” of your 
birthday. My little sister 
Olive and I live with our 
Grandma Barnes, who 
loves Unity very much. 
About seventeen months 
ago our dear mamma went 
with the angels, and left 
little brother and _ sister 
and me. Little brother 
Roy has found a kind home 
with friends in the East. 
He is very happy on a 
dear old farm. Olive and 
I think the warm gray 
sands of English Bay very 
beautiful, and we love to 
splash among the little 
The Prentice Children waves. I love Wee Wis- 
pom very much, and this 

is my first letter. With love to all the Wees, 

From Ruth Prentice. 
P. S.—Am inclosing the photos of Roy, Olive, and myself. 
—R. P. 


Chicago, Ill. 
Dear Wer Wispom—I know I am late for the Birthday 
party. Please find one dollar. You wrote me a letter and stated 
that I forgot to send the money to pay your traveling expenses, 


16 WEE WISDOM 


so I send it now. I guess papa forgot to put the stamps in. 
With this extra fifty cents I ask you to send a half dozen 
July copies of Were Wispom and a half dozen copies of the 
month this poem is published in. Inclosed find the aforesaid 
poem. Love to all the Wees. 

Mawine H. Davis (ten years old). 


The Star 
Light of the darkness, Art thou a dragon 
Shining afar, With fairy head, 
Twinkling so merrily, That fills hearts below 
Bright evening star! With fear and with dread? 
In thy place early, Art thou my guardian 
Never failed yet, That looks on my bed? 
Looks on the dark world That sees as I come to it 
Without shame or regret. With slow, weary tread? 
Who art thou, Light of the darkness, 
Up in the sky? Shining afar, 
A maiden whose fairness Twinkling so merrily, 


Will never die? Bright evening star! 
Fairbury, Nebr. 
My dear Wees—My sister and I have taken you for three 
years, and I have written to you once. I really ought to be 
ashamed of myself for not having written before. I think 
your stories are getting better and sweeter every month; even 
the letters seem to have more news in them, for I just love to 
read them. You write about your homes, where I have never 
been, and they give me an idea of the places I have longed to 
see. Wishing Wee Wisrom a happy birthday, 
With fondest love to all the Wees, Agnes Smith. 
Caseyville, Ill. 
Dear Were Wispom—As I have not written to you for 
some time, I thought it my part to get busy and write. Also, 
inclosed please find fifty cents for Wee Wispom’s traveling ex- 
penses for another year, to visit my homc—for I would feel 
lost without you. You have helped me very much in many 
ways. The one expression, “God is my intelligencc—I will 
succeed,” is a very good one, as I have used it very often, 
especially when I started Commercial School last fall. I have 
completed my six months’ course and am now working. It 
seemed a little hard at first, but every morning as I went to 
school I held that thought, and it surely did help me. The 
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weather is just grand here now, only it is very warm. All the 
young fruit is beginning to grow. The wheat is also getting 
ripe, and soon the busy time will start again. The woods are 
beautiful now; all the lovely ferns and flowers have come 
back again. My time is very short to write, as my home is in 
the country two miles from Caseyville, and so I can only man- 
age to get home but once a week—on Saturday evening. I will 
inclose a small memory gem which I think is very nice and 
ought to be observed in many ways. I suppose most of the 
Wees know it. 
“If Wisdom’s ways you'd wisely seek, 
Five things observe with care: 
Of whom you speak, to whom you speak, 
And how, and when, and where.” 

I hope to see my letter in print and that I[ will be in 
time for the Birthday Number. Best wishes, love, and pros- 
perity for Wee Wispom. I remain in love, as ever, 

Your loving Wee, Anna Stolle. 
Oklahoma City, Okla. 

Dear Wees—You would like to know, I am sure, of the 
little society of Wees in Shawnee, Oklahoma. It was organ- 
ized on Easter Sunday 
last year, and now it has 
three members whose 
pictures you see _ here. 
Our society is called the 
“More Love Society,” 
and we wear little silver 
pins with the initials “M. 
L. S” on thm. We 
want to bring more love 
into the lives of those 
around us, and one way 
that we do it is shown in 
this picture. We pay 
our dues every month 
and use the money to buy 
doll-—and such good times as we have dressing them! At 
Christmas time we had all theze to give to the poor little girls 
who hadn’t any; and don’t you think they were glad to re- 
ceive them? We know they were, and we liked so much to 
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make them happy that we have begun again to dress some 
more for next Christmas. But you would like to know us, 
wouldn’t you? We are Merle DeWitt, sitting on the floor; 
Mary Hunter Stevens, next, and Louise Stevens in the rocking 
chair. We all take Wee Wispom and love to read it, and we 
wanted so much to have a society like yours that we formed 
this one. We would be so happy to have some of the Wees 
write to us, and a letter addressed to Mary Hunter Stevens, 
cor. Harrison and Highland Sts., Shawnee, Okla., will reach us 
all. Love to all the dear Wees from 

Yours for more love, M. L. S. 

Edmonds, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisvom—I am sending acceptance to your in- 
vitation for another year’s visit, and with it a kodak picture of 
myself taken in the woods near our 
home. It it does not reach you too late 
I would be pleased to see it in the April 
number, as that is my “anniversary 
number.” Mother subscribed for me 
last April, when I was a tiny Wee-wee, 
only a few days old. Perhaps the little 
card printed then and telling of my ar- 
rival in this big, beautiful world is still 
remembered by the little readers of 
Wee Wispom. I celebrated my first 
birthday March 7th, and the inclosed 
picture was taken soon after, so you see 
I am one year young and already have 
twelve copies of Wee Wispom. Mother 
is keeping them for me, and will have them bound when I am 
old enough to read them myself. We live only fifteen miles 
from the city of Seattle, and I spent my first birthday there. 
Just as soon as I can I'll write a long letter to you. With 
much love to all readers of Wee Wispom and its editors, I am, 

your loving friend, Mildred Eleanor Boomer (per mamma). 


[This was kept for Wee Wispom’s Birthday Number. ] 


Mildred E. Boomer 


Spokane, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI wish you a happy birthday! I have 
two friends, Mary and Ruth Reed, that I want you to get ac- 
quainted with. They used to be our playmates, but now they 
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have gone to Republic, Wash. I enjoy reading Wee Wispom 
very much; I like to read “Wee Wisdom Club.” (Mamma is 
going to give me fifty cents to pay your traveling expenses.) 
I will close now. Your loving friend, Helen Voshell. 


Woodland, Wash. 

I am listening to my grand- 
ma tell me a story, and I am 
telling it with my hands. When 
I get older I will write and tell 
the dear Wee Wisdoms all about 
how I love my grandpa and all 
the other good grandpas. I will 
tell you about the flowers and the 
big trees in my grandpa’s yard, 
and the birds that sing me to 
sleep. Bonita King. 


Vancouver, B. C. 

Dear Were Wispom—lI have 

got a new subscriber for you; 

Bonita King she is about twelve years young, 

and is awfully nice. She has 

dark brown hair and blue eyes. Her name is Norah Aidye; 

she will send you a money order pretty soon. I have lent her 

all my Wee Wispoms from 1909 to June, 1911, and have given 

her all the ones I had two of. Here is a little poem I am 
sending you: 


Love 


Love is good, love is kind, If we love Him, we must try 
Love is gentle, sweet, and mild. More obedient, true, to be; 
If we love God we will find Kind, obedient, true, and sweet 

Love is everywhere. To every one we meet. 

Every time I read Wee Wispom I feel surer than ever 
that I couldn’t do without her. I would like to be an honorary 
member of the club, if you will let me be one. Our holidays 
began yesterday, and as I had so much time I thought I would 
write to you. My garden is doing beautifully, for all the 
flowers are out except the mignonette, shaster daisies, and 
sweet peas. I wish so often that I could live in Alameda; I[ 
am sure I will soon. Next time I will send you a story. With 
love to all the Wees, big or small, from Joyce Hawley. 
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Glendale, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—It was very nice of you to send us 
Wee Wistom for the year. I am sending you this story. 
Melvina Page. 


What Our Easter Hare Says 


“Oh, Easter is coming,” the Easter hare says. “I must 
get busy and paint up my eggs, for I don’t want to be late 
this year, because it would make the little children unhappy. 
I will begin right away, and I will paint on one egg in gilt 
letters this: ‘Say kind things, think kind things, and beware 
of unpleasant things.’ I will give this egg to some little child 
that does not know the Truth, and perhaps it will make it 
happy”—From Bunny. 


Glendale, Cal. 
I thank you very much for your little paper. I think the 
gift was a pretty nice one. I am sending you a little story. 
Gerald Page (aged nine years). 


The Three Lazy Men 

Once there were three men who made a false dollar. They 
made the dollar with lead. They went to all the stores trying 
to buy a watch, but the storekeepers would not take it. Then 
they painted it gilt. Then they tried again; but when they 
found out they couldn’t fool anybody with the false coin, they 
said: “If we had only worked we could have earned a real 
dollar!” 

Wilbraham, Mass. 

Dear Wisvom—Our school just closed the 23d of June. 
We had a great time on the Fourth. We 
got up about five o’clock in the morning 
to buy our fireworks. We had many 
night works, which were very pretty. 
We are having the hottest weather that 
we have ever had. Papa and my brother 
John (aged nine) went up to Camp Nor- 
wich to spend two weeks. I send best 
wishes for a happy birthday, with a little 
drawing for a remembrance. 

As ever, your loving friend, 

Helen Elizabeth Hardy. 


Visalia, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wistom—I thought I would come to your party, 
so I am going to start right away. It is very warm here, and 
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all the flowers in the garden look wilted. I am going away 
next week to the mountains, and will be gone all summer. I 
hope the baby is fine. You must be proud of him. Well, I 
must close, wishing you a very happy birthday, and many of 
them. From Louise Parker. 


Weiser, Idaho. 
Dear Were Wispom—This is my first letter to you. I am 
eight years old, and am in the fourth grade at school. I read 
all the letters published in Wee Wispom. I have a doll and a 
Teddy bear. I wish dear little Wee Wispom a happy birthday 
and lots of blessings. I live with my grandma and have a sister 
Bertha. My grandma and papa take Unity. They like it very 
much. I send my best blessings to 
Blanche and Wee Curtis. Hoping 
to see this in print, I remain, as 

ever, your loving Wee, 
Fern Schaubel. 


Waldport, Oreg. 

Dear Were Wispom—I am visit- 
ing my papa’s ranch out here in 
A Bit of Oregon Scenery QOregon, and my little sister and I 
By one of our young Bears are having a lovely time. We go 
up in the woods every day and 
gather wild flowers. Everything is so beautiful! The ferns 
are higher than my head, and some of them are six feet high. 
The trees are covered with moss, and the little brooks that 
come down from the mountains are so clear that you can see 
the little fish in them. It is delightfully cool all the time; in 
the morning there is the breeze from the mountains, and in 
the afternoon we have the sea breeze. We are only four miles 
from the ocean. A few days ago Marcella and I were taking 
a ride, and just as we came to a bend in the road, what should 
we come upon but two deers; they did not seem to be fright- 
ened at all, and just stoed there in the road for about five 
minutes. (Mareella is my sister.) I am sorry that the “Story 
of Buzzy” has ended, it was such a nice story. I will close, 
wishing Wee Wispom many happy returns of the day. Lots of 

love to all the Wees and dear Mrs. Fillmore. 

Lovingly Margaret Bulkeley. 
P. S.—I call the ranch “Sunny Brook.” 
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Needham Heights, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisvom—This is my first letter to you. I have 
enjoyed your little magazine very much. It has taught me 
many lessons. I do enjoy the letters that the little Wees write. 
Whenever I look at Were Wispom I take it up and read quite 
a few of the stories the Wees have written. I am twelve years 
of age, and was promoted to the eighth grade at school. 
From your loving Wee, Margarete Faust. 


The Faust Family 


Dear Wees—I enjoy your letters very much, and I am 
sending my letter for you to read. Gradually and gradually 
I am getting nearer to God, because I sit in the silence every 
day and try to listen to the voice of God. God is within you 
all. Lovingly yours, Elsa Faust. 

Needham Heights, Mass. 

Dear Were Wispom—I enjoy your book very much, and it 

has taught me a lot about Jesus. It has taught me to sit in the 
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silence each day. We take Wee Wispom and Unity. I can 
understand both Unity and Wee Wispom. When once you get 
in the silence it is very easy. I am nine years old and in the 
sixth grade at school. I will close. 

Yours truly, Herman Faust. 


Upper Alton, IIl. 
Dear, loving Wees—I have taken Wee Wispvom for almost 
two years, and enjoy it very much. I like to read Blanche’s 
Corner and the “Wee Wisdom Club” and “Buzzy” also. I 
think they are real nice. I always read the stories and letters. 
I have not written to you for some time, but like you just the 
same. From four loving friend, Julia Doerr. 


Oak Lawn, R. I. 

Dear Were Wispom—lI hope you had a nice Fourth. I did. 
I have a nice cat. Her name is Dibbens; she has a little 
kitten named Buzzy. I named it after Aunt Mary’s kitty. 
I would love to see Blanche’s ‘baby Curtis. I liked “Buzzy’s 
Story” very-much indeed. I wish Wee Wispom a happy and 
a beautiful birthday. I inclose this little prayer I like so much. 
My aunt, Mrs. H. M. C. Schoepf, sent it all printed on a nice 


little card. A Prayer 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way, 

Through every moment of this day. 

I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving too; 

All things I am, can do, and be, 

Through Christ, the truth, that is in me. 

God is my health, I can’t be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 

God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God, and Love, and Truth are here. 
Your loving Wee, Lynda M. Baker. 


Westboro, Mass. 
Dear Wees—I have not written for a long time. I have 
taken Wee Wispom for two years, and I like it very much. I 
would like to take it all the time, but I cannot of course. 
Children, I would like also to ask you a question—a very simple 
one: “How many of you like roses?” Where I live I have a 
lot of rose bushes. I remain your Wee at the present, 
Elizabeth Fales. 
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York, Nebr. 
Dear Wee Wispom—This is the very first time I have writ- 
ten to you. I like the Wee Wispom very well. The lessons in 
Wee Wispom are just like the lessons here. We study the les- 
son all together on Sunday. I like to read out of it on Sunday 
afternoon. I have a friend that wrote a poem; I would like 
for you to print it in Wee Wispom. I will send fifty cents if 
you will send her Wer Wispom. 
Your loving Wee, Angela Pfeffer. 
The Flowers 
Roses sweet and fair, 
Blooming everywhere; 
Up and down the bush they grow, 
Running to and fro. 


Lilies by the water grow, 

While they watch the water flow; 
These flowers of snowy white 
Fold together every night. 


Oh, the hollyhocks, 

Of their pretty flocks! 

They are white, pink, yellow, and red— 
Large and tall, it is said. 


In the meadows you can see 
Many daisies dear; 

And found everywhere 

Are these daisies sweet and fair. 


Oh, the pussy willow, 

Soft as a pillow! 

And the pansy dear, 

Sometimes there and sometimes here. 


Oh, the mossy rill 

And the grassy hill! 

And from the hill the river flows. 
Down, down it goes! 

And the fragrant hay, 

Where the little chickens play; 
And in the field so fair, 

Cattle grazing everywhere. 


Melleite, S. Dak. 
Dear Wree—This is my first letter to you. I am nine years 
old and in the fourth grade. My brother Paul is seven years 
and in the second. I have a little sister too. We planted some 
pansies, pinks, and roses; they are all in bloom. At school we. - 
got cotton seeds in all the grades. My brother planted his, but 
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I did not. Have any of the Wees ever seen peat? Papa has 
some. The peat came from Germany. When grandma was a 
little girl she lived in Edinburgh, Scotland. One day she saw 
Queen Victoria. Your loving Wee, Margaret Ellis. 
P. S—lI wrote a little Fourth of July verse. 
Fussy, flussy firecracker, 
Fussy, flussy firecracker, 
Don’t shoot me. 

Fussy flussy firecracker’s 

Pretty after tea. —M. E. 


Arlington, Mass. 
Dear Wisbom—As next month is your birthday, I am send- 
ing you this poem I wrote by myself. I am eight years old. 


With love, Annabel Wheaton. 
The Robin 
Little robin redbreast, Sing to me; sing to me; 
Sitting in the tree; Sing me of your pretty tree; 
Pretty little robin, Sing me of your little nest, 


Will you sing to me? Where you lulled your babes to rest. 


Darling little robin, 
Sitting in your nest, 

Will you sing me pretty songs, 
And lull your babes to rest? 


Toga, Sask., Can. 
Dear Were Wispom—We have come to join in the happy 
Birthday party. Three cheers for Wee Wisvom! It is grow- 
ing better right along. We all love you very much. It was 
very nice of our dear Editor to tell Wee Wispom of Baby 
Curtis. We send our love and best wishes to them all. We 
are bringing with us a new little Wee, Master Harold Wager, 

aged six months. 
From Vergie, Cecil, Florence, and Clara Wager. 


Elm Close, Romsey, England. 
Dear Were Wispom—I am sending the money to pay for 
another year’s Wee Wispom. I should like to know how many 
Wees there are altogether. My twin brother and I are eight 
years old, and we go to boarding school where there are one 
hundred boys. We are quite well now. Thank you all very 
much for helping us all. My mother and father were much 

pleased to read my letter in you, dear Wee Wispom. 
Godfrey Jenkins. 
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Woodland, Wash. 
My dear Wee Wispom—lI have been reading Wee Wispom 
to-day, so I thought that I would write, as it has been quite 
a while since I wrote to you last. It seems as if I can’t wait 
a month for Wee Wispom. I passed in my examinations all 
right. I will be in the seventh grade the coming term. My 
little brother can walk now very good. He wants to walk all 
the time. He was a year and two months old yesterday. Well, 

I must close. From one of your most loving Wees, 
Edna Dunham. 


Bellevue, Mich. 
Dear Wet Wispom—I will send you a song for your birth- 
day. 
Sunset Peace 


Softly the gold is fading 
Out of the sunset skies; 

Softly the stars are peeping, 
Shining like angels’ eyes; 

Softly the flower heads bending, 
Sleep by the dusty way; 

Softly the night winds are breathing 
Peace to the dying day. 


Sweet is the peace of even— 
Sweet to the weary one; 

Sweet is the twilight stealing, 
After the day is done. 

Come, with thy tender healing; 
Come, with thy sweet release; 
Come to the hearts that need thee. 

Welcome, oh, sunset peace! 


O. Lillian Olmstead (aged eleven). 


Lorain, Ohio. 
Dear Wee Wispom—This is my first letter to you, but you 
have been coming to see me for two years. I am nine years 
of age; my brother Gordon is seven. Our papa’s name is 
Charlie, and mamma’s name is Blanche, just like Wee Curtis’s 
papa and mamma. Gordon and I both did three semesters’ 
work in two, this term. Everybody said we wouldn’t pass to 
the next grades, but mamma told us to say to ourselves, “God’s 
hand guides me—his wisdom directs me,” and we both passed 
with high marks. The primary superintendent here is the 
leader of the “Unity” class. All the class are teachers except 
mamma and papa. Gordon and I both take music lessons and 
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play duets together. Sometimes mamma or papa plays with 
us. Gordon and I send Wee Wispom a birthday gift. Love to 
all the Wees. Grace Preston. 


Battle Creek, Mich. 

Dear, loving Wees—I am a little girl nine years old, and 
am in the fourth grade at school. I read your letters and like 
them very much. I have two brothers and three sisters. My 
baby sister’s name is Margaret Irene. She is four months old. 
I will close for this time, with a little line of welcome to your 
magazine: 

Wear out your welcome— 
Be sure you will never! 

You're welcome to-day, 
And to-morrew, and ever. 

I should like to attend your birthday next month, and 
bring my little friend with me—Leona Puffer. Most bounte- 
ously may heaven bless your birthday with true happiness! 

Your loving friend, Bernice Packer. 


Dear Were Wispom—lI have written a little story for the 
Birthday Number. 


A Visit to Fairy Land 


There once lived a little girl who wished very much to visit 
fairyland. One night after lying in bed a little while, thinking 
how delightful it would be to visit fairyland, she fell asleep. 
When she awoke she found herself in a group of pretty fairies. 
They all stared at her in such a funny way, that she began to 
laugh. The fairies acted offended. Then Virginia, for that 
was her name, felt very bad. She said to the queen, “Please 
forgive me.” “We will,” said the queen, “if you will never do 
it again.” “No, I never will,” she said. “Then come with me,” 
said the queen. She took Virginia by the hand and led her to 
a little door in the wall and rang a little silver bell, and there 
stood a little table with all kinds of good things on it. Then 
Virginia began to cry. The queen soon saw her and asked her 
what was the matter. “I can never eat at such a small table as 
that. “If that is all that troubles you, I can soon fix it,” said 
the queen. She touched her with her wand, and she became 
just as small as they were. Then they all sat down and had 
a very good dinner. Then the queen asked Virginia if she 
wanted to always be a fairy, and Virginia said “Yes.” After 
she had been a fairy for about a year, a lot of the fairies came 
crying to her and said that an old witch had hurt their queen 
very bad and they thought she was going to die. “No, she is 
not going to die,” said Virginia. She went to the queen, and 
made her well by thinking strong thoughts of love. Then the 
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old queen said that Virginia must be queen in her place. Vir- 
ginia did not want to be; but all the fairies said that they 
wanted her to be queen. So she was made queen of all the 
fairies. Dorothea Engel. 


This faithful dog 
And loving boy 
Come to wish 
Wee Wispom joy. 


And she in turn 

Is glad to see 
Adelbert and 

His great dog-ee. 


Dear boy with dog, 
The Father knows 
Eternal life 
Within you glows. 


Your feet earth ways 
A moment trod; 
Your life is hid Adelbert Hackley 

With Christ in God. and Dog 


Hamilton, Ont., Can. 
Dear Wer Wispom—I am six years old, and I go to school 
and am in the junior first grade. I like Wee Wispom very 
much. Please find inclosed traveling expenses to my home. 
Ellen L. Cook. 


Topeka, Kans. 
Dear Were Wispvom—Over at Forest Lake there’s just the 
beautifulest whip-poor-wills, an’ spiders, an’ snakes, an’ grand- 
daddy-longlegs! I’m lots bigger. The next time my teacher 
will be Miss Hosack. I don’t want to leave my sweet Miss Col- 
lins, though. She’s beautiful as a Easter egg, and always tells 
the kids the right way. Uncle Olin came to see us and said 
that he wanted Wee Wispom to come to see his little Quaker girl 
Junie every month. Uncle Olin is big—just like Uncle Det, 
and always keeps on the sunny side too. Helen is my best 
friend. She lives on that other street, just across from the 
other’n—right by her grandma’s, you know. Once we got cross, 
but now we’re all happy and made up. Happy birthday to dear 

Wee Wistom! Jenet Humes Hardy. [Dictated to mamma.] 
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Ye Editor's Chat 


ELLO, Wees! Are we all here? Gracious, no! 
Look at the happy Wees who have come to the 
party but found the garden too full. Never 
mind; we shall have another birthday party 

next month, and we won’t be another year older, either. 

You don’t have to get older just because you have birth- 

day parties. Wouldn’t it be fun to have a birthday party 

every month, and be born new every time, and never, 
never get the idea of age at all? 

Just now I was interrupted in my little chat with 
you by a squirrel who came to my window and begged 
for a couple of nuts. See him frisk off with his lunch, 
and sit upon the branch and crack one of the nuts! He 
is happy because he can live and be free. He never 
cries or scolds, because that makes his fellow squirrels 
feel bad, and the world loses its golden hue. 

Just see how many of our guests have brought little 
friends with them! Here comes Amanda with a friend, 
and near her is Rehbock, who has brought a friend also. 
Here is Joyce with another Wee, and Angela. Why, it 
seems as if the Wees are just trying themselves to see 
how many little friends they can bring to the Wee Wis- 
dom Party. 

Welcome, my dear little ones! Come and live with 
us, and be God’s own true children always. 

Wouldn’t it be nice to have each Wee strive to see 
if he couldn’t bring all his friends to put their names on 
Wee Wispom’s calling list? Why not go about and try 
to get all your friends to pay her traveling expenses to 
their homes, just as Amanda has done? Come, little 
Wees, let’s have every child a Wee Wisdom child! What 
do you think about it? Wouldn’t it be fun? Try it, and 
tell Wee Wispom all about it in your letters to her. 

Gracious! I must stop and get to work. Why, I 
haven't let you say a word! 

Be sure and take good care of Wee Curtis while I 
go in and get the refreshments.—Royat. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


“*Where did you come from, baby dear? 
‘Out of the everywhere, into the here.’ 
* * * * + * 
“*How did you come to us, baby dear? 
‘God thought about you, and so I am here.’ ” 


WEE CURTIS ENTERTAINS 


My, but I’m sleepy! 
Seems to me they might let 
a fellow sleep, instead of 
waking him up eternally to 
ask him whose boy he is, or 
tell him he is “such a tun- 
nin’ ’ittle seller.” But good- 
ness—here I am_ talking 
away, and you don’t even 
know who I am. My card 
was in this Corner last 
month, and I’m Wee Curtis. 
I have other names, though. 
I am father’s “tiny blessing” 
and “‘muzzer’s precious little 
man.” I answer to ‘most 
anything. and sometimes I 
answer when I’m not called. 

A person certainly does have to talk loud in this 
house to make folks understand. The other day I asked 
for a drink of water, and my mother Blanche took me 
up and jiggled me. Then I spoke again, in a louder 
tone. Well, the louder I spoke the more Blanche-mamma 
jiggled, until my head almost bobbed off. At last I got 
my drink; but I had talked so much I just went to sleep 
and slept for three hours. 

Now don’t think I’m complaining, for I like this 


Wee Curtis 
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country fine; it is just full of bright things. At night 
there are little bright spots all over the house, and in the 
daytime there is the prettiest bright thing hung up high 
out of doors! I never got but one look at it; after that 
they always turn my head the other way. I twist my 
neck as far as ever I can, but it’s no use. Never mind; 
when I’m big—so I can do as I please—I’m going to look 
at nice bright things all the time. 

I love you all bushels; but I’m too sleepy to talk 
any more—so if you don’t mind, I’m off on the snuggle- 
down road for sleepy-town. 


Robbing a Blackbird’s Nest 
Forest Hopping, aged thirteen years 
(Original) 


Jimmie Brown went one day 
To rob a blackbird’s nest. 
Of all his occupations, 
He liked this one the best. 


The nest that Jimmie found 
Was in a tall oak tree, 
And Jimmie scrambled up, 
Just like a little monkee. 


When he reached the topmost limbs, 
Which were so very small, 

Crack! they went, and down he fell, 
Unlike a rubber ball. 


He lay still for a while; 
He didn’t know what to do; 
He hit so hard upon the ground, 
It bruised him through and through. 


He felt lame for a time, 
But ’twas all for the best; 
For Jimmie never tried again 
To rob a blackbird’s nest. 


Stop and listen to the “wee, sma’ voice’ within. 
She is a trusty guide. 


| 
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THE BIRTHDAY CAKE 


Look what’s on the kitchen shelf! 
Mother made it all herself— 
Almost all herself, I mean; " 


*Cause I licked the dishes clean, 


An’ when every bit was gone, 
Helped to put the candles on. 
WEE WIspDoM’s seventeen to-day. 
I was four the first of May. 


Mother says perhaps she'll make 

Me a nice pink birthday cake; 

Only trouble then would be, 

WEE Wis. would lick, instead of me. 
—Florence Wager. 


@@ IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotcen to invite WEE Wispom tocontinue her visits to you. 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. 


I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, 
and I will fill their treasuries. 


AM 
War 
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Vacation Time 


RoyAL FILLMORE 


It’s August, and vacation time; 
It’s joy and laughter here, mM 
Where children romp the whole day long 


Without a care or fear. 


Away out in the orchard, 


Where the grass is tall and green, 
The butterflies and orioles and 


Bright bluebirds are seen. 


The brook a — fairy bells 
Is chiming on the rocks— 
In answer comes a tinkle 


From the distant grazing flocks. 


There by the water’s music, 
Upon the fragrant grass, 


Let’s lie and look up in the sky, 
And watch the cloudlets pass. 


